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| | F I were a« Influential Now England farmer I should call a mass-meeting of

I 1 my felloe-farmers and protest vigorously, nasally but effectively against the

| * so-oailed idyllic plays, built around the fair New Hampshire regions. There |
seems to be a mania for producing these plays at that particular period when i

L.j** tbe thoughts of men and women are trickling out of the metropolitan j
groove and Sowing slowly toward the country. Such plays as "The Village j

/ Postmaster," produced Moudav night at the Fourteenth Street Theatre, {
must irreparably injure the farmers as far as "Summer boarders" are con¬

cerned. After sitting for three hours amid the cheap, unpoetlc, Illiterate

i barbarians perpetually selected by playwrights as rural types, I always feel in- (

| cllned to rush out of the playhouse and plunge for relief into the slums of thed
i! East Side.
;1 Four Aprils ago I was called to the Union Square Theatre to see a squalid

entertainment born in the bucolic brain of Charles Barnard, and entitled

"Spooks." The weather was very warm, and gentle Ideas of a Summer vacation

In New England had caressingly appealed to me. Mr. Barnard's play settled

that. At the end of the evening my bosom was heavy with a tumultuous affec¬

tion for the metropolis. I felt that efven though parting was such sweet sorrow,

I'd have none or It. Hundreds of New England farmers must have

lived to curse Mr. Barnard's work, produced at the very time when
their trade was susceptible to outside Influence.

And so it Is with "The Village Postmaster." What metro¬

politan, with an ounce of civilization about bis constitution, could pos¬

sibly contempBate a sojourn among such deplorably grimy and hopelessly
unlovely types as Ebenezer Todd, Seth Hugglns, Thomas Jefferson Ilug-
gins, Miranda, Samantha and Louisa. If the New England farmers took

my advice they would send a delegation to J. Wesley liosenquest, begging Jiiin
to remove "Tlie Village Postmaster" from the Spring consideration of the Four (
teenth Street Theatre-goers. Why not defer the rural picture until September \
or October? Why not keep it until December, when a distaste for the country
can do no harm to anybody? It Js not as though the play had any poetic, liter- »

in ary or realistic value, of that it even p ossessed any direct appeal to 1896. It Is '

||: an idle, inept and unimpressive arrangement, that has nothing new to tell, no i
js smart remarks to perpetuate, no novel character to Introduce.

jj The rural drama should either be Idyllic or farcially exaggerated. To show ;
jj. us a village store, plastered over with loud advertisements of sweet elder, wax

.j; candles, bar soap and cords of wood, and then present to us the soiled types cf

ijj humanity who come there to buy. Is surely energy misguided and misapplied,
jj James A. Heme would have kaleldoscoped these pictures before us with some

jj subtle contrast in view, or with some idyllic beauty that would blind us to the
j sordid qualities of wax candles, bar soap and cords of wood. Charles H.

i{ Hoyt would have amusingly exaggerated his types, and have sharpened
i= the bluntness of nat;ure into a keen and penetrating humor. Jerome H.

ij Eddy and Miss Alice E. Ives have done nothing at all but inflict four acts

jj of rough and unconvincing village life upon us without even a plot to

j) take away its uncultivated flavor.

|j The very slight story is introduced as a sort of secondary consldera-

?! tlsm to the nasal cackle of Ebenezer Todd and Samantha Hugglns. It Is even a

j> mistake to allude to the atmosphere surrounding "The Village Postmaster" as

that of the country. Surely the country suggests fragraht flowers, the blue
v be?,y£5, t-he.yeaning coxprfielda.t the emerald grass, sloping hillsides, purling brooks

| .and all that sort of thing.the kind of thing that Willie Winter writes about

j with lumps In his throat and tears In his eyes. , We all enjoy that sort of

I country, occasionally. Miss Ives and Mr. Eddy's country is a desolate region In

I artistically built up with sparse wooden shanties, littered with tomato cans

I and refuse, undrained, undersized, squalid, hideous and unhealthy. Of

?i course, there are just such regions.you can find them -outside of Brooklyn,
;! and, for the matter of that, outside of New York. For the stage, however, they

jj must be rendered Idyllic, or they must be ravaged with a wild and un¬

it yielding fun that gives you no time to think, no time to remember. I can point f
i to "The Old Homestead," "Shore Acres" and one or two of Hoyt's plays to em- f
ii phasize my meaning.
Ij "The Village Postmaster" has scarcely a leg to stand upon. There is no j
I excuse for It. The only redeeming feature it owns is the rain storm, and that

| comes at the end of the first act. That rain storm in a variety hall, produced"
| at the end of a humorous turn, would make a great hit. It Is the best thing j

of the kind that I have seen. I don't know when I have enjoyed rain more, j]
j Perhaps the Intense heat of Tuesday night had something to do with my enjoy- !i
if ment. L;

The rain storm robbed the wronged giri of any symptom of interest. I hava [
f an awfui idea that Miss Ives and Mr Eddy, who have apparently been asleef

j! for the last forty years, intended to make Mary Barden intensely dramatic. She j
I: had been ruined by i.\»e villain, and her mission was to thwart the marriage of j
? this villain with the heroine. Of course, she was incessantly and lachrymosoly 5

f uaiheti'J- Country girls in plnys always go wrong through innate purity. TJ^e
S first tempting word uttered by the villain is credited by. the stage \

ouutry girl. Off she trots to her ruin, perfectly ?convinced that
''she will be compassionately treated by the audience afterward.
The wronged girl of the rural play Is. In fact, such a blithering

'fool that the lunatic asylum Is really the best place for her.

I wonder If ladlej who go astray in villages ever laugh, or even smile?

'do they ever have moments when life Is radiant and mere existence cries out J
|for recognition? Are there times In their troubled careers when poached eggs

land beefsteak seem like glimpses of Paradise, and do they ever forget that they

{are plctorlally naughty In the Interests of the hero and heroine'
There are some clever people In the cast of "The "\ illage Postmaster," anil

as they have what, in actors' parlance, is known as "fat speeches" to utter,

they may possibly be happy. I've noticed that actors generally are happy when A

their audiences are not. They are narrow, bigoted folks, with no vision beyond /
^heir own "ego." The hero of a play like "The Village Postmaster" simply can't****
understand the dissatisfaction of an audience, while he has longj speeches to da-

liver and the centre of the stage to monopolize. Forrest ltobinson> undoubtedly j
believes that he has a great part In John Harper, "the Methodist minister's son, j
in love with the postmaster's daughter." If I told him that he was absolutely j
conventional, and suggested that he failed to Illuminate his role with a single .:

ray of the actor's art, he wouldn't believe me. M. A. Kennedy, who used to be

I jolly and "unctuous" and persuasive, couldn't coax forth even a wan smile as

i! the village postmaster, and Jair.e3 R. Smith, the most tiresome actor I have

| ever seen.apparently ifl great demand for hayseed drama.did nothing that !
'i hasn't been done before, and done much better.

I was sorry to ste Amelie Bingham In this piece. She !b a clever, witty 1
ij woman, full of real artistic appreciation, but wha1" could she do, with this

?? wronged woman in a "clean print gown?" Berths Creighton, Harriet Ford and =j
| Sadie Strlngham were, however, eminently acceptable. Tl>at very self-conscious

person known as Queenie Vassar evidently felt, for some occult reason, that \
K she was tiie star of the occasion. I should recommend Miss Ives and Mr. Eddy j
£ to rob bur mind of that sweet illusion. There Is no star In "The Village Post- j
in master." unless it be the x'ftln storm. That Is worth starring. .Why not blazon j

forth on the posters the novel fact that a superb rain storm will make Its first n

performance In "The Village Postmaster,"' supported by Forrest Robinson, j|
i Amelia Bingham, Harriet Ford and other "capable" people?

I can't help thinking that a "supplementary seasou of grand opera" at the

Metropolitan Opera House is something of a mistake. It is like putting a frill >¦

upon one's welcome to make It longer. LeavQ the instant that you have made a

ii:, and be cai-eful not to look behind you. That Is pretty safe advice. What j
Is the use of pegging along with nothing new to offer, watching smiles

turn to fiowps, and distended arms fall limp and weary. The song
birds are sick of their work. T'.iey have travelled through the conntry,

arid, sung tn Uie nook.s and crannies after an exceedingly ardu¬

ous metropolitan season. They have no further laurels to win,
uo novel efforts to lntrodnoe, no hopes to realize. It Is like squeezing tbe
grureful orange dry to bring thorn back to New York.

The performance of "Borneo and Juliet" at the Metropolitan last Monday
^':l8 Qu',le *g 3°0tl as Interpretation of that work during the regular

je»«on. but the apathy of the audience wax positively painful. Melba was re¬

ceived with far less enthusiasm than is usually expended upon a second-rate Tot-

tie Coughdrop at. Roster & Blal's. Even the announced fact that she was souf-

f frante awakened no sympathy. She appeared, sang her waits song exquisitely.
'tit <u»«l retired an thanked. The kindest thing that the nurso could have done 'for
il this fatigued Juliet would have been to put her to bed, but little Bauermeister

| viiii a nurse who catered to the requirements of Messrs. Abbey, Schoeffel A
;i. Orau rather th«j ».* those of lior -iul.'ct.

pj Jean dr> Ile»zk* wn# as amiable as ever, and before he sails I want him to send

.jj aie a photograph or that stereotyped, yet oozy smile that is his latest specialty.
I I hope that Jean will take a long rest iu his castle before he appears here again.
U Ea should, moreover, go into tr, laJxsg, for the fiend of superfluous tissue Is rap.
i. -'d!y claiming Mm. Joan rte Eesze cannot yet afford the luxury of abdominal
jjj Indolence. It may be his later. While he sang as admirably as ever in the

ciosiag episode* of the cpsra, it was very evident that lis was afraid of himself.
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There is no longer any abandon about his vocal efforts. They aro coldly calcu¬
lated. and mathematically interpreted.

"Carmen," with Calve, on Tuesday night, was encored by a bovlnely placid
few. New Yorkers are heartily tired of "Carmen." It is an opera that wears

remarkably well, and it is not threadbare yet. Its frequent repeti¬
tion, however, has become distinctly monotonous, and there are mo¬
ments when it is an infliction. The "Toreador" song has become as

nauseat'ag as "Sweet Marie" and "Two Little Gins in Blue." It is
quite possible to have too much of a good thing, yon know, although
authorities disagree on that question. Calve must enrich her reper¬
toire. "La Navarralse" has done little for it, and the operatic melo¬
drama failed to arouse the Interest hero that it called forth in
London.

We shall have "Carmen" for the last time.tbat Bounds alluring.
to-morrow night, with Melba as MIcaela, Jean de Reszke as Don
Jose, and Edouard de Resk e aa Escamillo. "Aida" will be sung Tuqs--
day, "Faust" Wednesday, and "Falstaff" Thursday.

,
I was amused to see on the billboards of the city au "Indorse¬

ment" of "The Heart of Maryland" from the prolific and Sarah Ann¬
like pen of Dr. Madison C. Peters. Dr. Peters on the bloomer ques¬
tion is hilarious, and I believe that the "social problem" can even be tickled
into humor by his deft touch. But why.why (and I ask this of the

ferociously energetic Mr. Pelper) get Dr. Peters to meddle with "The Heart of

Maryland." I wanted to see that play twice more, but I vow I wont go to the
Herald Square again, since I have discovered that Dr. Peters likes Mr. Belasco's
melodrama. It is discouraging. «

"It is the duty of the pulpit," he says, "to ferret out and declaim against
evil, but It also has a corresponding duty to develop and announce the good.
Last night I witnessed the performance of "The Heart of Maryland.' The play
is as Innocent as milk, and interpreted by good talent. It was to me a source

of rich pleasure. It is almost a privilege nowadays to see a play devoid of
doubtful proprieties, abominable elocution, poor puns, silly songs and gayety bur¬

lesque. I am therefore glad to say a good word for 'The Heart of Maryland.'
Its long runs prove that decent plays achieve the widest and most permanent
success."

I almost wept when I retd this. It was such a blow to me. By some

devilish and inexplicable influence I had revelled in "The Heart of Maryland
myself. I really thought it was an exceedingly good play, much more irinocent
than milk, which, we are told, reeks with, nasty germs and unpretty diseases
I must have made a mistake. If Dr. Madison C. Peters likes "The Heart of
Maryland." There's something about tho play that I failed to catch. Seriously, how'

ever, what object is to be attained by circussing this gentleman's indorsement jjj
through the city? Is he an authority on stage subjects? Is his opinion of more

value than that of John Jones or Bill Smith? One might as well get Mrs.
Grannis to Impoverish the box office by asserting that "The Heart of Maryland"
was the most worthy play she had ever seen.

However, "The Heart of Maryland" Is finished for me. I have done with it.
After Dr. Madison C. Peters's indorsement, even Mrs. Leslie Carter's
carmine locks have lost their charm as far as I am concerned, while
Belasco's pink sunsets have no further power to Irradiate anything.
I must stick to "A Black Sheep" until Dr. Peters Indorses that.

*
* .,

George J. Kraus and Augustin Daly are both to be honored, and honored In
their own country, tbo. Mr. Kraus, whose labors in the Interests of art are well
known, gets "a grand testimonial entertafnment" on Sunday evening, May 3.
AuguStin Daly, whose art work is almost as well known, will be dined by the
Shakespeare Society of New York York on the eve of Shakespeare's birthday.
that is to say, ,at 7:30 of the p. m. next Wednesday.

Mr. Daly deserves his dinner, and if the Bard of Avon could be there he
wouldn't grudge the New York manager one featufc of Its gastronomic splendor.
Mr. Daly Is entitled to It all, from the hors-d'oeuvres to the entremets. He has i
made Shakespearean productions not only possible, but even frolicsome. He has &
brought to them a wealth of refined vaudeville in the shape or proper dances ||H
and seemly songs, such as a modern taste assuredly demands, and If the beauty
of thought and the gems of language are sacrificed to these concert hall acces¬

sories, who cares? Besides, there is Miss Rehan, whose sumptuous presence
lends refinement to Mr. Daly's interpretations. In fact, Miss Rehan certainly
deserves to come in for the dessert and coffee of the Shakespeare Society's
dinner. Her labors have been no whit less fervent than those of Mr. Daly.
And they will Increase In ardor.as she grows younger. Ten years from now I
fondly hope to see Ada Rehan as JuJ»e t, and one of these days I hope to take my !!.!
grandchildren.as yet unthought of.to watch her work as Ariel in "The Tempest."

The committee appointed to tender the meal to Mr. Daly includes many
well-known people. Wilton Lackaye, who was a member of his company, and
igreed to differ with him, is there. So Is John Malorle, who supported the' Rev.
Dr. Miln in that memorable production of "Julius Caesar" at the Broadway 1
Theatre d few weeks ago. So Is Nelson Wheatcroft. who teaches the young idea :i
how to shoot. The list also Includes seven "honorables," two generals and twen-
ty esquires. There are no colonels.

It is expected that Dr. Depew, dripping with jokes, and exuding weil-regu- !i
lated rtirth, will be there, for even a Shakespearian dinner would be worse than ij

futile wiithout Mr. Depew.. General Porter Is also expected, and so are :i
*r Bishop Potter, Archbishop Corrigan, General Miles, I". R. Condert, Bron-!:

son Howard, and -Joseph Jefferson, L. C. (The L. C. signifies "loving- jl
npped." (It Is a new degree, invented by yours obediently.)

In his acceptance of the invitation Mr. Daly reniarssr "It is safe to '!
say that were It not for his (Shakespeare's) genius, dramatic art would]
never have attained so high a rank among English-speaking people. But j
his votaries have never been disheartened in combating lowering tenden-.|
cies In the drama, whether they are associated, as you are, for literaryi-'
purposes, or are players or managers devoted to Ideals in art. Men are?

fouud in every generation laboring to make the stage worthy of his great pro¬
ductions, and to keep alive the flame of high ambition in the dramatic world."

Those are very fine sentiments. I like them Immensely, and a better recogni¬
tion of an R. S. V. P. has rarely been penned and published. Shakespeare
would be 332 years old If he could be present at this dinner, and while I am

perfectly convinced that he wouldn't recognize any of his plays in Mr. Daly's
modern ba-furbelowed productions, he would enjoy studying the trend of out-

progress. And how he would revel in the purification process to which they are

all subjected. How he would chuckle at the excision of all his cbolet?|:j.:
naughtinesses! What Joy he would experience «s he no-ted the adaptation!j||jii|i
of Queen Elizabeth's Jocundity to suit the ears of Mrs. Grover Cleveland!
Perhaps he will be there In spirit; who knows?

Have you ever noticed the amorous sentimentality that grows upon pijij
actresses after they have had several seasons on the road? It is really#!
a curious phenomenon. Let them stay In New York, and they remaintpiH

perpetually prosy and incessantly matter-of-fact. As soon as they get on wfteels»j!i?|y
and roll through the provinces they become poetic. Miss Leonora Bradley, one ililliij
of the best impersonators of adventurous roles that I have seen, sends me "A
Love Song" that she wrote herself. Though the weather is warm and the bloodij!
a-fevered, I can't help quoting from her frenzied effort, compared with which;:
.Ixnelie Rives's writings are Icicles that "hang from the wall." Says Leouora: {Ij

Ah, press your check against mlue own

And fold me closer to your heart!
Thou knowest I am thine alone

'Tho' Fate decrees that we uiust part.

(Tho "Fate," of course, is "In Old Kentucky," in which Leonora
has been touring.)

Tho years may come, the years may go,
* And other lores may come to thee;
Aud yet, dear one, too well I know
Thy heart will sometimes turn to me.

Oh, that I were twenty year3 old and a masher!
accept this poem as something beautifully personal.
to Leonora and press my cheek against hers,
Alas! the illusions have faded from my life.

I should then
I should rush

as above suggested.
Miss Bradley's

not. I feel acutely that there's nothing in it for me, and I smile M
*

sions to "lips that trembled," "eyes that softened." ^restless " * "

"perfumed breath" and "sweet caresses."
And only to think that while Leonora's mind was thus

eai ning a handsome salary for climbing a tree to look at a
Darcy's melodrama! Oh, sublime pathos!

Miss Pauline Hall, to whom have come the Joys of maternity, Intends to turn
brr atteutlou next season to this metropolis, that first made her famous. She
lias been touring the country lor a long time on the strength of her old New
",'ork reputation, and now she has resolved to got a new stock of that article.
Mr. MeOlellan tells me that his wife will appear at the C<isino in the Autumn^^-^:
In a colossally /sumptuous revival of "Ermlnle." ALAN DALE.
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